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all that time there was never a sign on the water of the steady
breeze that ships require for a cruise across the open sea. All our
supplies would have disappeared and the men's strength been
exhausted, if one of the gods had not taken pity on me. It was
Eidothee, the daughter of the mighty Proteus, the Old Man of
the Sea, who came to my rescue. I must have made some special
appeal to her compassion when she met me walking by myself,
away from my men, whom the pangs of hunger scattered every
day round the coast to angle with barbed hooks for fish. For she
came right up and accosted me." Sir," she asked, "are you, an
utter fool? Are you weak in the head? Or is it because you like
hardships and prefer to let things slide that you allow yourself to
be cooped up all this time in the island and can find no means of
escape though your men are growing weaker day by day? " To
which I replied," I do not know what goddess you may be, but
let me assure you that I have no wish to linger here. I can only
think that I must have offended the immortals who live in the
wide heavens. You gods know everything; so tell me which of
you it is that has confined me here and cut my voyage short; and
tell me also how I can get home across the playgrounds of the
fish."
*The friendly goddess answered me at once: "Sir, I will tell
you all you need to know. This island is the haunt of that im-
mortal seer, Proteus of Egypt, the Old Man of the Sea, who
owes allegiance to Poseidon and knows the sea in all its depths.
He is my father too, so people say. If you could contrive some-
how to set a trap and catch him, he would tell you about your
journey and the distances to be covered, and direct you home
along the highways of the fish. Not only that, but since you are
a king he will tell you, if you want to know, all that has hap-
pened in your palace, good or bad, while you have been away
on your long and arduous travels." "It is surely for you," I an-
swered her, "to think of a way by which we can catch this mys-
terious old being. I am afraid that he might see me first, or know
I am there and keep away. It is none too easy for a man to get
the better of a god."

